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AGNES ADDISON. 
(Continued from page 186._) 

MR. FENTON had been for 
some time absent from Orkney, and 
had just arrived; he flew with eager- 
ness to meet his promised bride; and 
was shocked and astonished to find the 
family in such distress. The cruel 
story, which was whispered about, soon 
met his ear, and, with some other cir- 
cumstances which had fallen under his 
notice, partly opened his eyes to the 
true character of Mr. Mandeville. 
Sibelia had, however, really made an 
impression on his heart; and _ her 
heightened beauty and elegant manners 
now completed the conquest. When 
Sibelia had last seen him, she had 
hardly taken any notice of him; but 
now the tender friendship he express- 


* . * } 
ed for Gilbert, and his delicate atten- | 


tions towards herself, made a lively 
impression on her heart; her warmest 
friendship she freely gave him; her 
love was too firmly engaged elsewhere 
for time to alter. When he made an 
offer of his hand and fortune to her ; 
but without hinting at what had passed 
between him and her uncle, she can- 
didly told him the state of her heart, 
and concealed nothing relative to Ha- 
In this disappoint- 
ment, his peace received a mortal stab; 
but his pride and his delicacy equally 
prevented him from tormenting the 
object of his adoration with his hope- 
less passion. 

In a few months, Gilbert Thompson 
fell, in the bloom of youth, the victim 
of his uncle’s avarice and cruelty ; he 


was laid beside his Helen, and her 
heart-broken grandsire, who died a few 
days before him ; and the sod that co- 
| vered their dust was oft embalmed with 
the tears of the truest and most tender 
affection ! The only consolation of the 
forlorn Sibelia was, to mingle her tears 
ith those of the generous Mr. Fen- 
ton’s, and to talk to him of her lost 
brother. Every hour that Mr. Fenton 
spent with her, increased his love and 
| his misery; but he confined his anguish 
to his own bosom; and at last tore 
himself from the lovely cause, and 
| poor Sibelia was left to solitary wretch» 
edness and woe. 
Mr. Mandeville had really become 
a wretched object: the vengeance of 
Heaven had overtaken him; he was 
confined to his room, quite a cripple, 
| with the rheumatism ; his airy schemes 
had fallen to the ground ; his nephew 
| was hurried to the grave, the victim of 
| his ambition: he was universally hated 
as a murderer; his attendants detested, 
‘and neglected him; his unhappy, and 
much injured niece, though her soul 
‘thrilled with secret horror at the sight 
(of him, was the only person who treat- 
‘ed him with the least kindness and at- 
tention. He was soon confined entirely 
to his bed, and his life despaired of. 
Here, Sibelia treated him with all the 
care and tenderness of a child; his 
flinty heart was at length touched; and 
with burning tears of remorse and 
horror, he told her the treachery he 
had been guilty of, with respect to 
Hamilton; at the same time giving 
| vent to his agony, by the confession of 
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crimes, at:the bare mention of which 
her fcelingsiwere agonized. He made 
a will, leaving all his property to Sibe- 
lia; declaring it was only an act of 
justice, as every thing he possessed 
had been wrested from her parents. 
Sibelia exerted her utmost art to soothe 
the repentant sinner: she encouraged 
him to: look-up for mercy and forgive- 
ness from his God, through the merits 
of his blessed Redeemer! and kneeling 
at his bed side, poured forth her soul 
in fervent prayer in his behalf. Alter- 


nately he lifted up his feeble hands to | 


invoke the mercy of Heaven on his 
own soul, and its choicest blessings on 
Sibelia’s head. ‘He lingered for many 


| 








weeks: and -at last expired; leavin 
Sibelia the richest female in Orkney ; 


lorn. “That Hamilton had been basely 
deceived she never knew; but no 
longer indulged the hope that she was 
still beloved: her fancy painted him 
already the husband of another, and 
happy in some lovelier and more for- 





tunate female. Gne day, about a' 
month after her uncle’s death, she was | 
sitting with a book in her hand, but her | 
imagination was wandering through far | 
distant scenes, when the door was sud-. 
denly thrown open, and Mr. Fenton | 
entered: they were mutually struck | 
with each others altered appearance. | 


She no longer beheid the handsome, | 





the elegant William Fenton; nor he } 


the beautiful Sibelia Thompson; two 
breathing skeletons fiew to salute each 
other; Mr. Fenton was thrown off his | 
guard by Sibelia’s surprise and joy ;| 
he pressed her fervently in his arms, 
and she wept on his bosom ; then sud-| 
denly starting, he seated her gently on 
a chair, and sat down beside her. 
‘My charming Sibelia, how sadly you 
are altered ; you indulge your sorrows 
too much; you willruin your health ; 
but tell me, Sibelia, are you not happy 
to see your brother?” Sibelia was 
more composed; and felt the impro. 
priety of her conduct. ‘* Asa brother, 
Mr. Fenton will always be dear to me, 
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and in his brotherly affection will con- 
sist a great part of the happiness of the 
truly widowed Sibelia!” Mr. Fenton 
sighed deeply, and turned away to con- 
ceal his emotion. * But, my dear 
sister, is there no other person you 
would be happy to see, who occupies 
even more of your thoughts than your 
affectionate brother, William Fenton?” 
“¢ What do you mean?” said she, look- 
ing earnestly athim. “1 mean, that 
I have seen Mr. Hamilton! that he still 
adores his Sibelia!” Sibelia trembled; 
but was unable to speak—‘* That he 
waits her permission to throw himself 
at her feet”—‘t Where, where is he £” 
cried Sibelia, rising in the utmost agi- 





g| tation! In 2 moment, the long lost, 


long beloved Edward Hamilton was at 
but, at the same time, the most for- | 


her feet; and she sunk senseless into 


‘the arms of Mr. Fenton. 














The generous Mr. Fenton had left 


Orkney with a determination to find 


Mr. Hamilton, if he was still an inha- 
bitant of the world, and restore him to 
Sibelia; he had been at length success- 


' ful; he found he was still in the na- 


vy, and commanded a frigate. After 
waiting for some time with great anxi- 
ety, he at length met him at Y—, and 
there the astonished Hamilton found 
the most generous and disinterested of 
human beings, in the man he most de- 
tested, and by whom he supposed him- 
self the most injured ! 

Hamilton and Sibelia were united 
by Mr. Matthews, in the presence of 
Mr. Fenton, and some of the most 
respectable people in both islands. 
They then proceeded to K , when 
Mr. Fenton left them, and returned to 
his own island, to devote his blooming 
youth to hopeless love, and gloomy 
solitude. Captain and Mrs. Hamilton 
left K--— for Leith; from thence they 
went to Hamilton Hall; and were re- 
ceived with rapture by their aged 
father! Captain Hamilton was obliged 
to return to his ship; and Sibelia de- 
termined on accompanying him. Six 
years flew on, added to the joys of this 





| happy pair, and saw them blessed with 
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AND LITERARY 


{ve lovely children. In the various |! 
changes of her fate, Mrs. Hamilton | 
had almost forgotten her transient in- | 
timacy with Agnes; when she was. 
most powerfully recalled to her recol- 
lection by a most interesting and ele- 
gant young man, who was highly re- 
commended to Captain Hamilton’s. 
care, by the venerable and much re- 
spected Admiral Seagrove: his name | 
was Malcolm Henry, and whom she | 
found to be the son of the interesting 
Agnes. 

Captain Henry, leaving his wife and 
her mother with an agonized heart ; 
he and his son embarked once more 
on the stormy ocean. After leaving 
his home for some years, he had a de- 
sire to visit the place of his birth; but 
his intentions were frustrated: a vio- 
lent storm, which raged with fury all 
day, overtook them, followed by a 
night of gl»om and horror, which 
seemed to threaten that they should 
never behold the dawning of another | 
day. In the darkness of the night the 
ship struck on a mass of floating ice ; 
the shock was like that of an earth- 
quake! Every timber seemed loose, 
and the crew gave themselves up for 
lost. ‘The wind, however abated, and 
the ship continued floating on the wa- 
ter, until the dawn discovered their 
forlorn and hopeless situation: the sun 
arose, shrouded inathick mist, as if he 
veiled his face in sorrow for the cala- 
mities of the night; the wind groaned 
in deep aud hollow gusts through the 
remaining rigging of the shattered | 
bark ; the gallant and undaunted Cap- | 





| respected : if poor, nobody knows it. 





MISCELLANY. 


brave fellows, who obstinately refused 
to quit the ship; and determined to 
perish with their noble and beloved 
Captain! The people in the boats saw 
Captain Henry take a miniature from 
his bosom, which he earnestly gazed 
upon; and then pressed fervently to 
his lips! he then replaced it, tolded his 
arms, and raised his expressive eyes to 
that Heaven of which he was soon to 
be an inhabitant; and in this posture 
seemed to await his fate with an unal- 
tered courtenance! In a short time, 
and still in sight of the boats, the ship 
sunk, the glorious tomb of her brave 
commander and his few gallant adhe- 
rents. 
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( To be concluded in our next.) 
ME A 


A CONTRAST. 


‘What path of life would you pursue ?”— 
said Possedippus, morose, and out of humour 
with his condition. ‘In public you are per- 
plexed with business and contention: at home 
you are tired with cares : in the country you are 
fatigued with labour: at sea you are exposed 
to danger: in a foreign land, if rich you are 
fearfi:l: if poor, neglected. Have you a wife? 
expect sorrow, Unmarried, your life is irk- 
some: children will make you anxious: child- 
less, your life is lonely : youth is fooiish, and 
grey hairs feeble. Upon the whole, the wise 
man would chuse either not to have existed, 
or to have died the moment of his birth.” 
‘«¢ Choose any path of life,” replies the cheerful 
Metrodorus: ‘in the forum are profits and 
wise debates : at home, reiaxation ; in the coun- 
try, the bounty of nature : the sea-faring life is 
gainful: in a foreign land, if wealthy, you are 
Are you 
married ? your house is cheerful. Unmarried? 
you live without care. Children afford delight : 
childless, you have no sorrow: youth is vigor- 
ous; and old age venerable. The wise man, 





tain tlenry stood, surrounded by his 
officers and men; and at his feet knelt 
his terrified son. The boats-had been 
launched, and they were endeavouring 
to prevail upon him to take the chance 
of one of them, but to no effect. The 
boats then pushed off, crowded almost 
to sinking, by nearly all the officers and 
men, (amongst them young Malcolm 
Henry, whose father had forced him} 
into one of the boats in a distracted | 





state,) except Mr. Campbell, and a few | 


itherefore, would not chuse but to have exist- 
ed.” 
ee > tee 


[The following piece of advice, which is ex- 
tracted from a work published as early as the 
| year 1656, we earnestly recommend to the con- 
sideration of such young bloods, as are accus- 
tomed to amuse the citizens of our town with 
their equestrian shill. ] 

“Gallop not through a towne, for fear of 
hurting yourself, or others; besides the inde- 
cency of it, which may give cause to such as 


¥ see you to thinke your horse or your brains 





none of your owne,” 






| 
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POETRY. 


TO CORDELIA, 


FROM pompous life's dull masquerade, 
From pride’s pursuits and passion’s war, 
Far, my Cordelia, very far ! 

To thee and me may Heaven assign 

The silent pleasures of the shade, 

The joys of peace unenvied, though divine. 

Safe in the calm embowering grove, 

As thy own lovely brow serene; 

Behold the world’s fantastic scene ! 
Wiai low pursuits employ the great, 
What tinsel things their wishes move, 
The forms of fashion and the toys of state. 
In vain are all contentment’s charms, 

Hei placid mein, her cheerful eye, 

For look, Cordelia, how they fly ! 
Allur’d by power, applause or gain, 

They fly her kind protecting arms ; 

Ah! blind to pleasure, and in love with pain! 

Turn and indulge a fairer view, 

Smile en the joys which here conspire ; 

O! joys harmonious as my lyre! 

Oh, prospect of enchanting things, 

As ever slumb’ring poet knew, 


When love and fancy wrapt him in their wings! 


Here norude storm of passion blows, 
But sports and smiles, and virtues play, 
Cheer’d by affection’s purest ray. 
The air still breathes contentment’s balm, 
And the clear stream of pleasure flows, 
For ever active, but for ever calm. 


—D + 


SONG. 


Think not, while gayer swains invite 
Thy feet, dear girl, to pleasures bow’rs ; 
My faded form shall meet thy sight, 
And cloud my Laura’s smiling hours. 
Thou art the world’s delighted guest, 
And all the young admire is thine ; 
Then I’ll not wound thy gentle breast, 
By numb’ring o’er the wounds of mine. 
I will not say how well, how long, 
This faithful heart has sigh’d for thee, 
But leave thee happier swains among, 
Content if thou contented be. 
But Laura! should misfortune’s wand, 
Bid all thy youth’s gay visions fly, 
From thy soft cheek the rose command, 
And force the lustre from thine eye. 
Then, thoughtless of my own distress, 
I’ll haste, thy comforter to prove, 
And Laura shall my friendship bless, 
Altho’ alas! she scorns my dove. 


ee oe 


A COMPARISON. 


Saw you the sun obscur’d at no6n, 


Burst through the mist, and fiercer blaze ? 
Saw you at eve the clouded moon 


Shine out, and shed soul-soothing rays ? 
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Oh! thus shall truth’s eternal beam 


Consume foul falsehood’s venom’d shroud ' 


| Thus, thus shall lovely virtue gleam 


Thro’ calumny’s malignant cloud ! 
> + oe 


TO MODESTY. 


Hail modesty serene and heav’nly maid, 


A perfect seraph both in form and mind; 
Like to the cedar that doth the pale mu 


shade, 

Such sweet and tender sentiments con 
bin’d. 

Thy raptures how inspir’d! how true x 
Neat, 


More chaste and delicate than India’s pear 
More mild than justice thron’d on merc 
seat, ) 
Or blossom’d treasures that the spring uw 
furls. 
How quick the timid glances of thine eye; 
How soft the infant pantings of thy breast; 
How pure the tribute of thy murm’ring sig); 
How still the midnight slumber of thy rest 
No go!d can purchase thy assuasive mein, 
And thou with pomp or power wilt seldo 
be, 
Thou’rt with the graces and the virtues seen, 
And the worthiest brow is e’er adorn’d } 
thee. 


Pe ore — 


LINES 


Written froma Father to his Daughter, who hi 


attended him through a very painful and tedict 
disease. 


When the body is tortur’d with pain and wit 
fear, 
Be my ’ministering angel the child that 
love, 
To sootlie sharp affliction with pity’s soft tea 
While her cares are as constant and mild : 
the dove. 
Then when sickness and sorrow shall seize 
her frame, 
And her life in this world shall be brough 
to a close, 
She’ll remember with transport her fond f. 
ther’s name, 
And the comfort she gave him shall lighte 
her woes. 


en Oe 


FROM THE GREEK. 


Paphos may now two goddesses adore, 
Ten are the muses, and the graces four : 
For such is Delia’s wit, and mein, and face, 
She’s a new muse, a Venus, and a grace. 
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